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You thought you could do it, didn't you? After all, you had been anticipating this day for too long. You never 
truly found much aversion to the idea of violence, not since you were a kid You were taught to respect the 
rules they inflicted on you----the way of the world, they called it. You felt little these days. You didn’t eat 
much and hardly moved. Nobody would come to collect you. 


People call you insane. 

Everywhere you go, eyes followed you. They were in your dreams, on your walls. They climbed slowly on your 
back and you could see them anywhere and everywhere, staring coldly back at you, black irises shining in the 
dark. You couldn't sleep. 

Where's Izzy? Where did he go when you needed him the most? 


The eyes stared back at you, silent. 


Your prey was just so conveniently there, tied to a chair, neck exposed. He was blissfully unconscious too, all 


pretty and laid out under you, all at your mercy. 


You felt that siren's call ringing in your ear again. It was getting louder and much more unbearable. You 


screamed, punching through the glass window next to you. Raindrops fell in. Thick summer heat breached 


through the broken glass and fought back the AC in the room. The warmth reminded you of Malibu, the 
weekend you spent there, with HM. You were on a private vacation, or did you purposefully blow off the South 
American leg just to have some time alone with each other? You don't remember. Either way, what was more 
than clear to you was the image you had suddenly in your head of him whimpering and panting beneath you, 
eyes fluttering close and snapping open when you slapped him. He looked so good when he's hurt. Felt so good. 


You were happy with him. 


But what happened then? What happened after that little weekend in paradise? You remembered flashes of 
colors, needles, Lingerie, bent spoon. Laughing, crying, falling. You had hit him. You remember seeing the hatred 
in his eyes, what love left for you dwindling. Why were you so pissed ? You pulled at your hair. Blood started 
to run from your knuckles to your hair, dying it, drying it. Was it because you saw him sleeping with another 
chick behind your back again? Or was it because he let drugs back into his life quicker than getting you out of 


his system? Didn't matter now. This was where you put a stop to it. He couldn't control you no more. 
You wouldn't let him. 


He knew too much, meant to much. He had been there at the beginning. And now you were here, at his end. It 


all sounded perfect in your twisted head, blinded by rage, by love. 

He had to go. 

You imagined your hands on his neck, his eyes widening with surprise and fear, and what's that? He looked at 
you with pity. At the end, he pitied you. And he's nothing more but a fraction of your imagination. No, the real 
Izzy wouldn't do this to you. The Izzy in your head smiled. 


You went into the bathroom. You felt dirty. His blood was all over you. 


You had one hand combing through your hair. It has hardened and sticks to your cheek in an unnatural shape. 


His blood had dried, and in the dim light, you saw yourself with almost black hair. 


